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Christmas is coming, and the 
boss is getting fat 


Christmas is coming. In fact it has 
been coming for months, as we 
scrimp and save so that for a couple 
of days we can make up for the 
boredom of the rest of the year. For 
a few days we will cram in all the 
life that we have sacrificed during 
the rest of the year at work. We 
cram in one year of films, shown 
one after the other on television, 
but which we are too busy to watch 
properly, one year of seeing friends 
who we haven't had time to see 
enough of, and relations we have 
been avoiding all year. One year of 
eating and drinking, one year of 
playing with the kids, and house¬ 
wives warn an extra year's unpaid 
work into the 'holidey'. We always 
say that we do it all for the kids, 
.but all children know that Christ¬ 
mas is just an excuse for adults to 
act like kids. Then the moralists 
and do-gooders, the well-paid repres¬ 
entatives of various charities and 
ideologies, take over the media to 
try to make us feel guilty about the 
millions who can't even afford a 
week s break from their poverty, as 
though that were our fault. 

And then we troop off back to 
work, totally washed out, to start 
another year of working to survive, 
to pay off the Christmas debts and 
start saving for the next one, while 

wondering whether it was all worth 
it. 

Christmas is the festival of the 
commodity, the products of our 
labour that have been taken from 
our control and which reappear in 
the shops, in our dreams, and under 
the Christmas Tree as something 
alien and outside us. For months 
the advertisements and the shop 
windows have been competing with 


each other to sell back to us what 
we produced, what we once had in 
our grasp — instead of which we 
came away with a miserable amount 
of pay that allows us to save up all 
year to buy this same product. In 
the West End and in the shopping 
centres, millions are celebrating the 
power of the commodity, each 
totally oblivious of the others, ex¬ 
cept in the frustration of having to 
push through the crowds. 

Christianity has always preached 
submission - to the church, the 
and the bosses; turn the other 
, and let them exploit you 
some more, and god will make it up 
to you when work or the dole or war 
has killed you. THE MEEK SHALL 
INHERIT THE EARTH UNDER 
WHICH THEY ARE BURIED! The 
church has always shown itself 
aptable to the needs of our rulers, 
en feudalism was cast away and 
he new bosses demanded more and 


the great 


refusal, 


ran a 

• EVER FELT hitter about being.a small dog in a big wheel? 

• EVER FELT like bawling out your Boss? 

• EVER FELT like putting your foot through the television? 

• EVER FELl the urge lobe the fly in the ointment, the ’ 
spanner in the works? 

THEN JOIN THE GREAT RE FUSAL! 

® AND MORE people are deciding to play an active part 

m sabotaging the system ( factory lines. Broo* bureaucracy, 
Polts-controlled housi ig schemes, the Military Machine) 

■ MORE AND MORE people are refusing to live according to 
other people's morals 

■ MORE AND MORS people are refusing to go hungry while the 

shops are packed with luxury goods... ***** 


more of the workers* time, the new 
church abolished all the many 
saints' holidays and was willing to 
overlook work on Sundays. 

The holidays that we are now 
allowed have been won through 
a long struggle by the labour move¬ 
ment, but they are not enough. 
We are not willing to slave all 
our lives, to be able to live in some 
hereafter, and we are not willingto 
slave all year just to be able to live 
for a couple of days. We don't just 
want Christmas pudding and cir¬ 
cuses, we want life, we want the 
factories, we want the world. 

STUFF WORK! STUFF CHRIST¬ 
MAS! EVERY DAY A HOLIDAY! 
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